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THE  SOUTHERN  CROSS,  AND  MOTHER

THREE years before I was born, father and mother
packed up their scanty belongings, took their savings
out of the bank, said good-bye to their friends and
relations and emigrated to Australia. Possibly life
was not exactly a bed of roses for either of them in
Whitechapel in the i88o's. He had been earning a
reasonable living in various occupations. He had
been partner with his brother in a two-man coal-
trimming concern, and manager of a coffee shop.
But definitely the life left much to be desired, and
both father and mother took to dreaming of distant
lands, the more distant the better. They thought of
Australia, studied the emigration advertisements,
pictured vast expanses of territory occupied by
pleasing flocks of sheep amiably offering flesh to the
hungry and wool to the cold and naked. They
visualised for themselves a quiet and happy life,
removed from the horror of slums and the sweated
labour of competitive industry as pursued in the
old world.

In the innocence of their hearts Australia was the
promised land, flowing with milk and honey, where
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